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TheTragedte of •' ' • sM 

Which breathd this poyfon. 

King. Ragemuftbcwithftoods; i... „ |;> . , 

Giue me his gage* Lions iv&ke Leopards tame, ; 

Mmb. Y ea, out not change hisfpotsjtake butmyfl, an . 
And I religne my gage, my dearc deare Lord. 1 

The pureit treasure inortall times affoord, 

Is fpotletfe reputation, that away , ; {; • I 

Men are but guildcdloame, and painted Clay t ,, 

Aiewellinatennetimesbard v.pQhcft,.-'i / 

Is a bold Spirit in a loyall Bread. . •! Vr 

Mine Honour is my life, both grow in 6nej ' 

Take honour from me, and my life is done. 

Then(deare my Liege) mine Honour let me try,-' ,.ov () i 
In that I liue, and for that will I die.) 

King. Coofin, throw vp^iotir gageydoyou beg in;)/,r! r 1 
Butt. O God defend my foule fromfuchdeepcfinne, ( 
Shall I Iceme Creft-fallen.in my fathers fight f ' 

Or with pale begger-face impeach my hight. 

Before this out-dardedaftardf Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour within ch feeble wrong, 

Or found fo baec a parlee, my teooh iliall teare 
The flauilh motiue of recanting feare, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high diigrace, 

Where fhame doth harbour, euen in JVlawbraies face. 

King. Wew.ere.not borne to fue, but toxommandj 
Which fince we-cannotdoe, to makeyou friends, 

Be ready (as your life (hall anfwere it) 

At C ouentrie vpon Saint Laniards day i 
There ih ail your Swords and Launccs arbitrate 
TheLwellingdifi-erebceofyourietledhate: . . V 

Since we cannot attone you, you fhallfde i ' . f • 

lufticedcfignethe VidVorschiualrie. 

Lord Mar&all, command ©ur Officers at Amies, 

Be_readie to diredl thefe home all armes. t ■ Exit. 

.. vi, Jon 3 ; , nodi •' <SKHiO :! iG'S.bfctn’l 
Enter John of Gaunt r wttbthe Eiutcheffe’gfGldcefi^* !i 
<3 amt. Alas, the part I had imWoodflockis blood, 

iDothnioieToucite'm^thenyoucexelaii*^ ' ^ 


Rickard the Second. 

To flirre againft che Butcteof hislife. 

R,,r fince corredionlyeth in thofe handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot corretf, 

Put wee our quarrell to the will of heauen } 

Who when they fee the hower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades. 

V> Dntchejfe . Finds Brotherhood in thee no lharper fpur . 
Hathloue in thy old blood noliuing fire ? 

Edwards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy felfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood, 

Or feauen fairc branches fpringing from one rootc : 

Some of thofe feauen are dryed by Natures courfc } 

Some of thofe Branches by the Defieniescut: 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, m yGlocefier, 

One Violl full of Edwards facred blood, 

One flourifliing Branch of his modRoyallroote 
Is craft, and allche precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Ernies hand, and Murders bloodieaxc. 

Ah Gannt 7 his blood was thine, that bed, thatwombe. 

That mettall, that felfe mould that falhioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liued and breathed. 

Yet art thou llaine in him j thou doft confent 
In fome large meafureto thy Fathers death, 

In that thou feed thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt , it is Difpaire, 

In fuffering thus thy Brother to be flaughtred j 
Thou (hewed the naked path-way to thy life, 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That w^ich in meanemen we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breades. 

What (hall I fay ? to fafegard thine owne life. 

The bed way is, to vengc my Gloceflers death. 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubditute, 
Hisdeputieannoynted in his fight, 

Hath caufd his death j the which if wrongfully, ~ 

Let Heauen reuenge, for I may neuer lift 
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